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Two Lost Souls 


Author's Notes: 
Just some crappy little story thats been on my mind for a while 


July the seventh was the day he was taken away. The day he died from a mix of cancer and diabetes. It was 
depressing being a person on the outside, looking in to what Roger Barrett was going through. The famous Syd 
Barrett who become a hermit and went back to his birth name. The diabetes apparently took away his vision 


so he lost his number one love, art. 


It was the fifteenth of September, two years after his death and here | was, suffering of lung cancer in my 
London home. Just because | was fighting didn't mean | couldn't write an album. It didn't bother me if it was 
complete. Syd.. Roger was really the only thing on my mind in the last year. The last song | sang was his and | 


wondered if he ever forgave us for not helping him, along with what could have happened if we did. 


| felt my chest begin to hurt, rushing my hand to clutch the area while the other went to my medication until 
my hand was stopped by another. | was confused since no one was home, but me until | looked up at the dark 


curly hair and hazel eyes a charming smile on his lips. 


"Hello Richard. Long time no see?" He said, his accent clear and thick which caused me to jump, taking notice of 


who was in front of me. Why was he here? Had someone slipped something i my drink? 
"Syd?" | asked watching the smile widen and him nod. 


"The one and only" He said with a small laugh before looking back at me. "It is alright to let go Rick Your body 


is ready to give up. just you're not-" 

"Do you hate me?" | asked, it was all | wanted to know. If | was forgiven. 

"What? Of course not 

"Are you mad over what happened?" 

| sat in silence as he tried to think of the words to use. "I was. | was completely mad. | tried to come back a 
few times, but in the end fame wasn't what | wanted. | wanted to do what | want not what everyone else 


wanted" 


| gave a small nod, able to agree with what he was saying before he leaned forward to kiss my forehead. 


"Everything will be fine Rick There is another side and you can look as if you did when you were young’ 
That was the last thing Syd said before disappearing and | left go. 


It would be a great gig in the sky. 


